The Matadero

ways upon the outskirts of the town. The place of the poleaxe,
and where the throats are slit. There is much lowing of cattle.
The bleating, and the soft voices of the young, are an animal
chorus. A cart comes out with a load of bleeding hides, for thev
have been slaughtering since early morning. Somewhere, inside,
must be the altar where the horns are piled. Not arranged in order,
but looking this way and that with their torn and jagged skulls.
The skull of an animal is so much more ghostly than a human
skull, because of its length of face, its straight muzzle and long
jaws, and because the human skeleton is nothing but a marionette,
even in the Dance of Death. But the toppling of the horns is a
sight of degradation. They have been wrenched, a few of them,
out of the bony heads; have been torn apart for the cornucopia or
the drinking horn; or have the forelock and the fringe of hair still
upon them, and a short portion, even, of the bleeding neck. This
has its massive and tremendous strength, still visible in terms of
thickness, as though it were an oaktree felled, but an oak that ran
with blood instead of sap. Monstrous images, the heart, the
tongue, the kidneys, lie still quivering upon the trestles and seem
to possess some rudimentary meaning. The clown in the old
harlequinade came on carrying an ox's heart and a string of
sausages, as though his livelihood was in the mean streets just
round the corner from the butcher's shop. Some memory of
ancient executions for high treason clings to these emblems, as
though the humour lay in the fact of dumb animals being sub-
jected to this fearful punishment. Gentlemen were but beheaded
and were spared these horrors. The commoner sort were allowed
their full rigour. What mercy could a dumb animal expect? Their
offence is that their meat and bones and skin are needed.

Remark that we do not set foot inside the matadero. It may be
more sordid than the brothel. One, indeed, must hinge upon the
other, in the way that a conquered city is put to the sword and
looted. Murder and rape go hand-m-hand. When sunset stains the
sky, then the slaughtermen wash themselves at a spout of water
and walk over to the wineshop, and climb the creaking stair,
Children of the street play on the pavement, and their game is the
poleaxe and the knife blade. A sudden wind starts up. It rattles the
wooden shutters and the tables that stand outside. Wisps of wool
blow in the gutters. There are trickles of wine must. Even the very
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